GOOD   LUCK   UP   NORTH
A burly man in his day the father of Charlie must
have been, with sound heart and lungs. In shape,
Charlie had taken after his mother, but no matter
how good a figure one's mother was, if you have a
crock for a father you can be no good: that is, as an
athlete. And "Old Pease," a scion of the great
Yorkshire family, was a stout man in his day. He
was a stout man now, but in another sense. He took
a great interest in his son's victories, which he followed
more or less accurately all over the kingdom, for
Charlie was champion of England as well as of
Ireland. And it is a much harder thing to be champion
of Ireland, seeing that Ireland is a nest of cycling
champions since the days that Harry Reynolds beat
the world at Copenhagen.
" Good luck up North I" He knew I was on my
way. " We have time to go over to the Red Bank
for a little lunch, and then we will call a cab."
Perkins, with the dexterity of a keeper, handed him
his " gun" and hat. He called his malacca cane
with the ivory top his gun, because it was made
hollow like a barrel, and when you unscrewed the
ivory knob a long test-tube-like arrangement that
could hold about a noggin of brandy was uncorked.
Sometimes excitement made its owner weak, and some-
times he got weak through the boredom of waiting
in out-of-the-way stations for Charlie; and he always
got weak on a Sunday morning, because his habit
of going into town to get something in his office was
interrupted. You can't interrupt the routine of a
man's life without making him weak. So he kept
weakness at bay with his " gun." One day, when he
was cheering one of Charlie's spectacular victories, he
inadvertently banged his " gun " too hard on the
floor of the Grand Stand. It took weeks to get the
barrel rebored. " And only for you boys calling on
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